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** I do not know what it is, but very certainly there is
something up. We must wait and see*'*
Every one now sat down to table. Ordinarily, Colonel
Munro took part in the conversation during meals. He
liked to hear us relate our adventures and excursions, and
was interested in all we had been doing during the day.
I always took care to avoid speaking of anything that
could in the slightest degree remind him of the mutiny. I
think that he perceived this; but whether he appreciated it
or not, it was sometimes difficult enough to maintain this
reserve, especially when we talked of towns such as Benares
and Allahabad.
During dinner, on the evening of which I speak, I feared
being obliged to speak of Allahabad, I need not have
been afraid, however. Colonel Munro questioned neither
Banks nor myself about the occupation of our day. He
remained mute during the whole of dinner, and as time
went on his preoccupation visibly increased. He cast
frequent glances along the road which led to the can-
tonments, and several times was evidently on the point of
rising from table, the better to see in that direction. It
was plain that he was impatiently awaiting the return of
Sergeant McNeil.
Our meal was dull enough. Hood looked interrogatively
at Banks, as if to ask him what was the matter, but Banks
knew no more than he did*